Fair  Widow,  are  ye  wauking. 
O  I  hae  lost  my  Silken  Snood; 
Madame**yane. 
When  merry  hearts  were  gay 
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O  wfca^s  Rt  my  chaumber  door  ? 

'  Fair  widows  are  ye  wauking?* 
Auld  Carle,  your  suit  give  oVr, 

Your  IcYc  lies  a*  iu  laukmg* 
Give  me  the  lad  that's  young  and  tight, 

Sweet  like  i*n  April  meadow  ; 
'Tis  sic  as  \iq  cm  Wess  the  sight 

And  bosom  of  a  widov,^  — 

*  O  widovTi,  wilt^thou  let  me  in, 

Tm  pauky,  wke.,  and  thrifty, 
Ami  come  of  a  right  jijentle  kiiij 

An'  }  Iitle  mair  thaii  fifty/  ' 
Daft  carle,  dit  your  mouth* 

What  signifiCsS  how  pauky 
Or  gentle  born  ye  be— bot  youlru 

In  love  your  but  a  gawky. 

^  Then,  Avidow,  let  toe,se  guineas  speak, 

That  powerfully  plead  clink  en, 
And  if  they  fail,  my  mouth  Fil  steck, 
And  nae  v:,-'-  N.'--  'nk  on/ 
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These  court  indeed,  I  maun  confes^^ 
I  think  tl/ey  make  you  young  sir, 

An  ten  times  better  can  express 
Affection  than  your  tongue^  sir. 


O  1  HAE  LOST  MY  SILKEN  SNOOD, 

O  I  hae  hM  my  silken  snood, 

That  tied  my  hair  so  yellov/^ 
Tve  gie'a  my  heart  to  the  lad  I  loedj 

He  was  a  gallant  fellov/. 
And  twine  it  webl  my  bonny  dow^ 

And  twine  it  weel  the  plaidenj 
The  lassie  lost  her  silken  suood^ 

Inpu'ing     the  br^^cken. 

He  praisM  my  e'en  sae  bonny  blue^ 
ifeae  lily  white  my  skin.       /  -^^ J 

And  syne  he  prie'd  liiy  b  orinie  moa'i 
And  swore  it  ivavH  llae  sin,  O. 

And  twine  it  weel,  my  bonnie  dovr, 
And  twine  it  weel  theplaiden  ; 

The  lassie  lost  her  silken  snood, 

•    In  pu'ina;  o'  the  bracken, 

But  he  has  left  the  lass  he  loo'd, 
Hk  aia  true  love  forsakeUf 
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Which  gars  me  sair  to  greet  the  snoad, 

I  lost  amang  the  bracken. 
And  tv/ine  it  weel  my  bonnie  dow, 

And  twine  it  w6el  the  plaiden ; 
The  lassie  lost  her  silken  snood, 

In  pu'ing  o'  the  bracken* 


MADAME  JANE* 

Money  maks  its  bonny. 
Money  maks  us  glad  5 

Be  she  lame  or  lazy, ' 
Money  brings  a  lad. 

When  rd  .^e'er  a  penny, 

Deil  a  lad  had  1  j 
Pointing  aye  at  Jenny, 
•  Laughing,  they  flew  by* 

Money^eauses  flattery, 
Money  maks  us  vain  | 

Money  changes  a*  things,--^ 
Now  Vin  Madam  Jane. 

Sin  auld  Hobby  left  me 

Houses,  fields^  not  few ; 
Lads  tbrang  round  in  clusters 

Fro  a  beauty  11  ow  ! 


MoHev  niaks  lis  merm", 
Money  maks  us  braw ; 

Money  gets  us  sv/eetliearts. 
That's  the  best  of  a'  !  ' 

I  bae  fat  anrl  slender 
I  hae  short  and  tail, 

I  hae  rake  and  miser,— 
1  despise  them  all. 

Money  they're  a*  seeking, 
Money  they'se  get  nane  5 

Money  sends  them  sneakin 
After  Madam  Jane. 

There's  atie  piiir  and  bashi 

I  hae  in  my  e'e. 
He's  get  hand  and  siller  . 
Gin  he  fancies  me.  - 

Money  maks  us  bonny. 
Money  maks  us  glad  > 
Be  sha  lam^or  lazy, 
'    Money  bnngs  a  lad» 
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WHEN  MERRY  HEARTS  V/ERE  GAY, 

When  aierry  hearts  we're  gay^ 
Careless  of  ought  but  play^ 
Pdbr  Flora  slipt  away^ 

Sadd'ning  to  Mora. 
Loose  iiow'd  her  coa!  black  hairj 
Quick  heav'd  her  bosom  bare, 
And  thus  to  the  troubled  air^ 

Si}e  vented  her  sorrow:-— 

Loud  howls  the  iiorthenr  blasts 
Bleak  is  the  dreary  waste 
Haste,  then,  O  DonDel  baste^ 

Haste  to  thy  Flora. 
Twice  twelve  long  months  are  o'er^ 
Since  io  a  foreign  shore^ 
You' promised  to^iight  no  inore. 

But  meet  nie  in  Mora. 

'Whtve  now  is  now,  is  Donnel  dear  ^ 
Maid^.  cry  with  taunting  sneerj 
Sa^,  is  he  still  sincere 

To  his  lov'd  Flora. 
Parentis  upbraid  my  moan  : 
Each  heart  i.^  turn'd  to  stone— 
Ah  Flora !  thou'rt  now  alone? 

Friendless  In  Mora* 


Gome  then,  O  come  awa}% 
Donnel  do  longer  stay ; 
Where  can  niy  rover  stray  ■ 

From  his  ckuir  Ficia. 
Ah  sure  li^  ne'er  could  l>e 
l*Vlse  to  his  vovv^s  and  me, 
p  heav'n?  is  iiot  yet  yonder  he 

Bounding  in  Mora, 

Sievver,  O  wreicl'^ed  f'iirj 
Sigb'd  the  sad  niessenger) 
^^ever  sh,all  Donuel  mair 

-    Meet  his  loved  Floni. 
;^aid|^  cold  bejond. the. main, 
)onnt^i  thy  lo  ve  lies  slain  ; 
"      sent  me  to  soothe  tijy  pain 
Weephig  in  Mora* 

.Vel!  fought  eiir  galLint  nieu, 
"leaded  by  brave  Biirgoine  : 
Oiw,  heroes  were  thrice  led  on 

To  British  glory* 
Ivd  ah  !  tlio*  our  foes  did  flee, 
ml  %vas  the  h>ss  to  thee, 
rVhiie  every  fresh  victory 

Drowned  us  in  sorrov//' 

'  fiere  take  this  trustv  blad;, 
Don n explriDg  .said) 
'  (Hve  it  to  yon  dear  maid 
Weeping  in  Mora; 
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^*  Tell  her,  O  Allan^  tell, 
^'  Donne;!  thus  bravely  fell, 
And  that  in  his  last  farewell, 
He  thought  on  his  Flora." 

Mute  stood  the  trembling  fiiif. 
Speechless?  with  wild  despair, 
Thea  striking  her  bosom  bare, 
Sigh'd  out  poor  Flora, 
O  Dontiel  !  O  welladay 
Was  ail  the  fond  heart  could  say  : 
At  length  the  sound  died  away^ 
Feebly  in  Mora. 


THE  IRISH  FISHEBMAK. 


An  Irishman  angling  one  day  in  the  Liffy,  ; 
Which  runs  down  by  Dublin's  sweet  city  sq 

A  smart  shower  of  rain  falling,  Pat  in  a  gitfy; 
Crep^uuder  the  arch  of  abridge  wjth  his  hn| 

Wljy  thdt  s  not  the  way  to  accompKsh  you 
wishes/'  -J 
Cries  Dermot,    the  devil  a  bite  you  will  get  f 
Och,  bother,"  says  Pat,  "don't  you  know 
that  the  fishes,  - 
Will  flock  under  here  to  k^epout  of  thewetJ 


